64                 ALPHA OF THE PLOUGH
swing and a rhythm that set the thoughts singing
like the birds. I feel I could win battles when I'm
'mfging, or write plays or lyrics that would stun the.
\vorld, or make speeches that would stir a post to
action. Ideas seem as plentiful as blackberries in
autumn, and if only I could put down the spade and
capture them red-hot I feel that I could make The
Star simply blaze with e^^^^u^cJUJ^-
It was in one of these prolific moments that I
jthought of the pig. Like an great ideas there was
&>mething inevitable about it. The calculations of
Le Verrier and Adams proved the existence ot
Neptune before that orb, was discovered. They
knew it was there before they found it. My pig was
born without my knowledge. In .the furnace of my
mind he took shape merely by* the friction of facts.
He was a sort of pig by divine right. It happened
thus. In the midst of my digging Jim Squire, passing
up the lane, had paused on the other side of the
hedge to discuss last nightV frost. I straightened
my back for a talk, and naturally^ we talked about
potatoes. If you want to get the best out of Jim
Squire you must touch him on potatoes. There are
some people 'V^^^J}m ^ unresponsive and sus-
picious ^okdft^Mtis because they do not know
how to draw him out. Mention potatoes, or carrots,
or the best way of dealing with slugs^ or the right
manure for a hot-bed, or any Sensible subject like
these, and he simply flows with wisdom and urbanity.
He observed that I should have a tidy few potatoes,